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Summary: After the events of season 1, Lincoln recruits the help of 
an ex-reaper to help save his new friends. Little did they know, a 
third party with a bounty on her head would change everything. 
Bellamy/OC. OC/OC. Octavia/Lincoln . 


1. Homecoming (pt 1) 

** (Author: bellamysgirl ) * * 

I trekked through the forest area, on my way back from the coast. I'd 
stayed longer than I intended to. The trip was only supposed to take 
three, four days tops. But I stayed several days longer because I was 
told to "not bother coming back" . My lifelong friend, Lincoln, told 
me not to bother coming home. And I have nowhere else to go. It may 
seem pathetic, crawling back like an apologetic child, but what 
choice do I have? I was only about ten yards from Lincoln's cave when 
I heard voices. And not familiar ones, either. I dropped my pack in 
the bushes and looked for the nearest branch. I leapt up, my fingers 
wrapping around a wobbling Fir Tree branch, and pulled myself up. 

I twisted around the back side of the tree and watched, waiting for 
the owners of the voices to show themselves. And they did. Two men, 
young and both dark haired in mangled clothes that looked nothing 
like what I was used to seeing around this area, were walking toward 
Lincoln's cave. "What are we gonna do, Bellamy? They have Clarke, 
Raven, everyone, " one of them said. The other, the one that was 
called 'Bellamy', sighed in an irritated way and kept walking. They 
didn't notice me. I waited until they were just past me and then I 
slid from the tree. I unsheathed my knife and grabbed the one that 
spoke. I wrapped my arm around his neck, holding the knife inches 
from his neck. 

Bellamy spun and stared at me in utter shock and I fought the urge to 
smile. "Easy, easy," the one I held said. "We don't want any trouble. 



We're here to see Lincoln." 


"Jade, " I had no trouble recognizing my name and the man that voiced 
it. Lincoln stood just outside the cave. His expression was 
cautioned; like he expected me to kill the stranger I had in my 
clutches, like he didn't know me at all. "Jade," once again my name 
rolled off his tongue and I let the stranger go. I sheathed my knife 
on my outer thigh and went for my pack that I left in the bushes. I 
slung it on my shoulder and turned back toward Lincoln and the two 
strangers. "Go inside," Lincoln told the two. "I'll be in soon." 
Bellamy went inside without a care but the second was hesitant, 
glancing between Lincoln and i. But he went inside the cave. "I 
didn't expect to see you again. At leasta€ i not so soon," Lincoln 
said. "I'm sorry for what I said to you. Jade." 

"And that makes it go away? Just because you're sorry?" I 
asked . 

"No, it doesn't. But I need your help." 

"Are you kidding me? Help with what?" 

"Come inside and I'll explain." I felt like an idiot for following 
him inside, but I did anyway. Inside, the two strangers were now 
accompanied by a third, a girl about my height with long dark hair. I 
dropped my pack near the door, where I always had, and stood up 
straight. "Who are they?" I asked Lincoln, thrusting my chin in the 
strangers' direction. As Lincoln spoke, I noticed the girl was 
injured. She had a makeshift bandage on her right thigh and it 
appeared that the wound was bleeding through the bandage. "This is 
Finn," he gestured toward the man I'd held a knife to, then to the 
other two. "Bellamy and Octavia." OctaviaaC | why hadn't I recognized 
her? It was the stranger that Lincoln seemed obsessed with before I 
left . 

"What's your name?" the one called Finn asked. He said the words 
awkwardly, like he was trying to forget I had just held a knife to 
his throat. "Jade." simple. Four letters. The wounded girl, Octavia, 
was barely standing with her bleeding leg. "It took you only a few 
days to forget everything I told you about a plant's medicinal uses," 
I said to Lincoln, as I went to my pack. I opened the top flap and 
started rummaging through it for my medicinal plants. "I think the 
arrow hit some kind of artery, " Octavia said. 

"In that part of your leg it wouldn't be an artery," I sat back on my 
heels and glanced up at Octavia, who now stood behind me. "How far 
did it go in?" 

"A bit more than half way." I turned back to my pack and continued 
rummaging. "Sit," I ordered. She eased down to sit against the wall 
to my right and winced when she was all the way down. "How much blood 
has she lost?" 

"About a cup, " Lincoln answered. He knelt and started unwrapping the 
bandage on Octavia 's leg. I finally found my leather pouch of leaves 
and assorted plants and knelt beside Octavia on her right. One look 
at the wound told me that what I was about to do would hurt. A lot. 
"Finn, I need the sewing kit from my pack, " I said. Then I looked at 
Lincoln across Octavia. "I need to force the crushed leaves into the 
wound and then sew it shut." He nodded and Finn handed me my sewing 



kit from over my shoulder. I took the leather pouch and pulled it 
open. "This is going to hurt, isn't it?" Octavia said, looking at me. 
I didn't answer. I got the small piece of metal that couldn't even be 
really called a needle ready with some thread and poured some crushed 
leaves into my palm. 

I counted to three aloud just to give everyone some warning and then 
forced the leaves into the wound. Octavia barely screamed but she 
squirmed a bit, making it hard to sew the skin together quickly. Once 
I had it sewn shut, I bandaged her leg properly, unlike the pitiful 
bandage Lincoln had on it. "Where 'd you learn to do that?" Finn 
asked. The question wasn't much but it brought me back to a time in 
my life before I had met Lincoln, back when I was with my 
people . 

(Flashback; Narrator's POV) 

_A barely four foot tall girl with maroon curls that were jaggedly 
cut above her shoulders stood in a dark cavern. Also in the cavern 
was a table of sorts with a body covered in cloth laying atop it. The 
body shook under the cloth and the girl tried not to look. A tall 
woman with black hair tied behind her back came into the small cavern 
and walked straight to the body. She pulled the cloth back to reveal 
the top half of the body. The woman twisted to look at the girl and 
held out a hand to her. "Come here. Jade," the woman said, her voice 
smooth and silky and calm. _ 

(Present; Jade's POV) 

"_Jadea€ | I could hear my mother's voice, saying my name, as an 
echo in my mind. JadeaC | Jade, " _it was like her voice was the only 
thing I could here. But then I realized Lincoln was saying my name, 
not my mother, and I snapped out of my head. He gave me a knowing 
look and kept silent. I put my sewing kit and medicinal plants back 
in my pack as I spoke. "My mother was a healer. She taught me 
everything she knew," I finally answered Finn's question. As I dug in 
my pack I said, "So who's Clarke? You guys seem pretty concerned 
about whoever it is." 

"She ' sa€ | she ' s a friend of ours that was taken," Finn said. 

"Their people were taken by Mountain Men, " Lincoln said. I went rigid 
and slowly stood, then turned toward the strangers. "You are all such 
idiots!" I said. "They could have followed all of you here! And I 
doubt you checked to make sure you weren't followed." Finn and 
Bellamy glanced at each other, both seemingly unsettled by my current 
mood. Lincoln too stood just in case I tried to harm one of the two 
men. "Stay here," I said, forcefully. I walked outside and slipped 
around the backside of the cave opening. I pulled my knife from it's 
sheath and held the blade between my teeth. I started climbing up the 
rough bark of the nearest tree. I saw someone come out of the cave 
out of the corner of my eye just as I got about ten feet up. I swung 
my leg over a thick branch and straddled it for a second before 
pulling myself farther up to stand. 

I view from the branch wasn't bad but it wasn't all that great 
either. But I spotted one of the Mountain Men. He looked to be 
completely alone. I pulled my knife from my teeth and wound back my 
arm. I threw it with enough force that it flew all the way to the man 
and lodged itself into his masked skull. He went down and no others 



came forward or made themselves known so I grabbed the branch below 
me and slid off so that I dangled. I let go and latched onto the 
nearest branch below me. I did this until I found myself on the last 
branch. I swung a little and then vaulted off the branch, landing on 
solid ground on my feet. I walked past Lincoln and Finn at the 
opening of the cave and kept walking to the dead Mountain Man. I 
pulled the knife from his skull and wiped the blood off on my dark 
leather pants. 

I dragged the body away and covered it with leaves and things and 
then walked back to the cave. I stopped a few feet from Lincoln and 
Finn. I slid my knife back into it's sheath and Finn glanced at 
Lincoln with an expression I couldn't read. "I think she'll do," he 
said, quietly. Do for what, I didn't know. But I was going to find 
out . 


2. Homecoming (pt 2) 

** (Author: Nightwing27th) ** 

For as long as I can remember, I've been told stories of a group of 
people that came from the sky. How they tore through the forest and 
hunted us down. There's only one problem with all of those stories: 
I'm one of the people from the sky. My father was taken by Mountain 
Men before I was born. And my mother died when I was five. Buta€ | 
okay hang on a second, I don't think died is the right word more 
likea€| murdereda€ | by my aunt, the same aunt that took me in and 
raised me when she "died." That's why I left the Grounders when I was 
twelve and have been on my own ever since. And as I sit in this tree, 
thirty feet off the ground, those stories -my story- is all I can 
think about. And all I can see is the giant spaceship buried in the 
ground a hundred yards away from me. 

I can hear a few faint voices, but nothing I could dream of making 
out. As I watch them, the people from the sky, I can't help but 
wonder if the stories are true. But a part of me already knows 
they're not. Lucky for them, they landed next to and not in the lake. 
And lucky for me they didn't land on my house. The first two people 
that emerged from the ship have been helping everyone else out. All 
of them have looked past me, at the giant smoke cloud that's coming 
up out of the mountains. I don't blame them; I want to know what it 
is too but first things first. I stood up on the branch and started 
making my way back to the Tree House, my home away from home. I was 
just about to leave to check my traps when the ship crashed. 

After passing through four trees I stepped on the porch. It's not 
much but the Tree House is mine and no one can take it from me again. 
Long story. The short one is that I stole some of my mother's things 
from my aunt when I left. I found a letter with my name on it and 
inside was a map that led me here: a thirty-by-thirty cylinder, 
metal, tube with three levels. My mother called it the Tree House in 
the letter but the blue prints for the building call it a Drop Ship. 
Whatever that is. 

I still need to check the traps so I grab my food bag and stuff it in 
my back pack along with water and a med-kit . I grab my leather jacket 
and head for the door. My plan is to talk to the new guys before they 
find me; maybe we can help each other. They need to know how to 
survive and I want to know where I came from. I walked out on a huge 



limb and untied the ladder, letting it fall forty feet to the ground. 
Once my feet touched land I pulled on a loose string and watched as 
the ladder rolled back up to the limb. I turned on my heels and 
headed for the ship. The best way to do this is to just show myself 
from the start instead of sneaking up on them. The closer I got the 
more heads turned my way, but numbers were not going to stop me. 

The first two that came out of the ship, walked to the front of the 
crowd; I'm sure they thought they could protect everyone else. One of 
me, tons of them. But for all they know I could have an army waiting 
at the tree line and, if it comes to it. I'll play that card. Thirty 
feet to go and I put my hands in the air, to make them feel safe. 

"I'm unarmed." A lie, but they don't know that, "and I'm alone." Now 
that was true. Besides, a lie followed by truth is always more 
believable than one or the other alone. 

"Who are you?" a man, one of the two, asked. The other, a woman, had 
a look of caution on her face. 

"My name's not important." Because it isn't, "You're looking for the 
one hundred. Right?" Shock and silence filled the air so thick, you 
could touch it. "Okaya€ | let me start over, if you want to survive 
you're gonna wanna trust me. Mainly because that smoke," I pointed 
behind me, "is not good news." 

"Why should we trust you?" the woman asked. 

"I'm a Grounder. I know this place better than you, I can keep you 
safe through the night, and I can get you food and water." 

"Keep us safe? From what?" 

"How about we save the bad things for tomorrow, " I replied, "but all 
you need to know is that you can't trust anyone besides me and your 
friends . " 

"And why should we trust you?" the man asked. 

"Because once upon a time my parents were up there, " I pointed up, 

"my guess, at the same place you were at." My reaction to their 
reaction wasa€ what's the worda€ | unimpressed. They are definitely 
not the killers the Grounders have made them out to be. "Okay, I'm 
going to check my traps and bring back whatever meat they've caught 
while you think everything over. I'll be back." I turned around and 
started hearing people whisper to each other. 

"Wait." The woman's voice stopped me in my tracks. I turned around. 
"How old are you?" 

"Twenty." I replied. 

"And you'rea€| out here alone?" I nodded, "Where's your 
family? " 

"Ia€|" I don't know how I feel about that I've been alone for eight 
years, "I don't have any. At least not anymore. Unless you count my 
aunt, whom wants me dead" My reply shocked her. And with that I 
walked away. 


"What's your name?" she called. I turned around, walking 



backwards . 


"My names too dangerous to be said, soa€ I don't know, make 
something up." 

Two hours latera€ | 

I checked all of the traps and caught two deer and a boar, a nice one 
too. Because it's a bigger load it took me a little longer to get 
back. I put the deer in the back, each at least two hundred pounds, 
and then tied a rope around the pig and started dragging. I was 
dragging the deer with one hand and the pig with the other, both 
weighing about the same. When I was within forty feet of the ship, 
the man and woman approached me and saw what I had. 

"Let me help" the man said. I handed him the rope for the boar and 
watched as he tried to pull it. 

"It's fine; I can take it the rest of the way. I've already drug it 
for two miles," he looked at me, then the pig. I saw him mouth the 
words "two miles" and then I kept walking. The woman followed. 

"What's your name?" 

"Abigail Griffin." she replied, "what's in the bag?" 

"Two deer." 

"There are deer on this planet?" 

"Yes, but I don't think they look how you remember them." 

"What do you mean?" 

"You ' 11 see . " 

Later that night, after everyone got over the shock of seeing a two 
headed animal, I headed back to Tree House. I told them I lived near, 
just not where. But the next morning I could see they trusted me, a 
little, more than yesterday. So far so good. "Okay, I'll take you 
half way to the hundred but no more." 

>"Why?" the man, named Kane, asked. <p> 

"The Grounders want me dead." I replied, "That's why I won't tell you 
my name . " 

"Why, what happened?" Abigail asked. I lead them through the forest, 
making sure they didn't step on a trap. 

"I found out my aunt killed my mom and then left. She's wanted me 
ever since, made sure everyone knew my name." With one mile left I 
figured this was good enough. "Okay, I must leave you now. If I don't 
see you return in two days. I'll come looking for you." 

"Thank you." 

"Just keep walking straight for another mile, you'll know you're 
there when you see the walls" I turned around and left without 
another word. 

On my way back, I stumbled upon a tree with a piece of paper held to 



it by an arrow. After checking my surroundings, I read the note: 
"Alright, my dear niece, I've played this game long enough. Tonight 
we're taking over the camp of the people from the sky, and we'll kill 
all of them . " 

That's what the smoke is from. And I've just sent Abigail and Kane 
right into the middle of it. 


3. What's Safest 
** (Author: bellamysgirl ) * * 

Finn didn't know I'd heard him, but Lincoln did. After all, he was 
the one that trained me to be who I am. "I'll do for what?" I 
asked . 

"We need help getting our friends back-" Finn said. 

"No," I interjected. "If they're in Mount Weather then the answer is 
'no'. I'm sorry about your friends but I can't help you." I brushed 
past them and walked into the cave. I grabbed my pack and slung it 
over my shoulder as I left. "Where are you going?" Lincoln asked, 
threatening to stop my forward motion. I cut around him without 
answering and pulled a small metal shape from my pocket. "Jade," I 
put the metal piece to my lips and blew into a small circular hole at 
it's tip, creating a silent noise, only audible by my favorite 
animal. After a solid blow I hid the object away. "You need help and 
obviously it's not me because I am not going back into Mount 
weather, " I answered, with my back turned. Lincoln stepped in front 
of me and began to speak but Finn cut him off. "Wait. Go 'back'? 
You've been in there before?" 

"Once, years ago, " I said. I heard a light pounding of four short 
beats getting louder by the second until I glanced over Lincoln's 
shoulder and spotted my ridea€"a tall, jet black horse with a pink, 

fish-like face. I named him Dakota for some reason when I was much 

smaller and it just stuck. He bounded forward and slid to a stop 
before running into Lincoln and i. he whinnied, a short and alarmed 
noise, and then turned. His feet moved like he was walking on hot 

coals or as if he was dancing. I moved past Lincoln and swung up onto 

his saddle. "Jade, please," Lincoln said. "We need you. _I__ need 
you." for a split second I thought about staying. But I ignored the 
thought . 

I urged Dakota on and he sprung into a fast pace as he turned to ride 
the opposite direction. Lincoln and his friends could do it without 
me. And if there was one thing I knew, it was that Mount Weather was 
not the place I wanted to be. 

(Flashback; Narrator's POV) 

_A girl with maroon curls, now at a taller height, lay unconsciously 
on a white hospital like bed. Needles were sunken into both arms, 
injecting different colored liquids into her veins and skin. A small, 
clear mask was strapped to her face to help her breath in through her 
mouth and nostrils. Th girl's dark gown had a perfectly cut square 
missing in the abdominal area. Her abdomen was cut open into a deep 
crevasse in which whoever looked could see all that was inside. Yet 
somehow the girl was still breathing normally. _ 



(Present; Jade's POV) 


I didn't have anywhere to go where normal people from the clans 
lived. Not that my misfit friends weren't normal. They just 
werea€ | odd, to say the least. My three friends. Gazelle, Enzo, and 
Yanis lived in a cache of tree houses a few miles from Lincoln's 
cave. I stayed with them on my way to and from the coast when I was 
in the area. Enzo was standing watch at the base of a tree that 
marked the beginning of the maze of tree houses up above. He smiled 
when he saw me and I halted Dakota a few feet from him. "Didn't go as 
planned?" he asked, as I slid off Dakota's back. I gave Dakota a 
light smack on the hind quarters and he went galloping away. "Not 
exactly, no . " 

"Well, hey, on the bright side, we added a new tree house. And this 
one's all yours," Enzo gushed, as he started climbing up the tree in 
which he stood by. 

"For me?" I asked. I waited for him to get high enough up and then 
started climbing up the rough bark. Everyone few minutes I checked to 
make sure we were still alone. We got about fifteen feet up before he 
answered, still roughly ten feet from the house. "Well, Gazelle 
figured you might be back. And if you did come back, you'd need a 
place to sleep, " he said. We finally made it all the way up to a 
large wooden platform wedged between multiple trees. It creaked as 
Enzo climbed onto it and it creaked as I followed suit. Every step 
across the wood made you feel as if you were walking on air, and at 
the same time it was like you were going to fall through. 

Enzo led me to a four way rope bridge. The bridge's four direction 
led off to other tree houses. We went far off to the left, across the 
longest bridge they had built up in the air. They were such great 
engineers for what they had to work with. I've always admired them 
for their works. Enzo led across the bridge and into a medium sized 
wooden, gazebo style room, it was open on all sides with a floor and 
ceiling. And of course there was a small four foot tall railings to 
keep you from falling off while you slept. It was greatly camouflaged 
in the trees but I could still see at every inch of open space. "This 
is mine?" I asked. 

"Yes," Enzo said, puffing up his chest a bit with pride. "We made it 
far away so our noise wouldn't bother you, but close enough so that 
you can leave in a hurry if needed." 

"This is amazing. Thank you." 

"You're welcome," he smiled. "I'll give you some time toa€|be alone." 
He scurried off across the rope bridge and disappeared into a fog 
that recently settled in as night started to awaken. I sat cross 

legged in the center of the wooden floor and pulled my pack off my 

back. I didn't have much. All I had were some extra clothing in case 
I need to ditch mine for some reason and some medicinal things like 
leaves, plants, sewing supplies, and bandaging made from bamboo 
leaves. I had a blanket for sleeping, but that was as comfortable as 
I got. I laid out the blanket and used my pack as a pillow. I found 
the pack to be a hard substitute for a pillow, so I moved it and just 
rested my head on the hard wood of my floor. 

I felt bad for leaving Lincoln. He was all I knew, all I needed. He 



was peace, my safety, my family, my _home_. But if I had stayed I 
would have gotten roped into going back into Mount Weather. And I 
couldn't handle something like that, emotionally or physically. I 
found an open patch in the roof and the same with the branches above 
it. It revealed a gorgeous set of twinkling stars, still dimmed a bit 
from the sunset. As the dark settled in, a soft light came from the 
opening of my tree house. I walked to the opening and found two lamps 
made of netting and wood, stuffed with small fireflies to light the 
entrance. I packed up my pack and walked the roped bridge back to the 
main platform. 

Gazelle, Enzo, and Yanis were on a platform that looked very far away 
to the right of my tree house, so they didn't notice me leaving. I 
wasn't leaving permanently but I needed to take a walk. I climbed 
down the tree in the dark. For me climbing when I can only feel what 
I'm doing is a lot easier than when I can see it. My feet hit the 
ground and I started walking toward a place I had memorized the steps 
to from any direction. It was a place I went to at night, when I 
couldn't sleep. It took me a while to there. But as soon as I heard 
the soothing sound of rushing water, I knew I was close. 

Moonlight shined on a glossy pool of water below a rushing water fall 
that bounded off a cliff. It was my own little rocky oasis. I dropped 
my pack beside the pool and started undressing. I left on a tank top 
and my underwear, and then dove into the pool. My body broke the the 
stillness and I felt the cool, crispness of the spring overwhelming 
my senses. I didn't surface, but gentle glided down to the bottom. 

The bottom of the pool was made up of what felt as rocks and mud and 
the occasionally seaweed plant. I lay on the bottom for as long as 
possible and then surfaced when I felt as if my lungs were burning. 

My head broke the surface and I felt the cool wind like ice on my 
skin. First my ear and face, then my shoulders. 

I wiped the water away from my eyes and just treaded water. The soft 
glow of the water rolled over my fingers as I moved my hand along the 
water. This was what I knew. It was safe. I would stay here until 
they didn't need me anymore, like a coward. I had but one fear, and 
it was Mount Weather. 


4. The 100 

** (Author: Nightwing27th) ** 

I've spent the last twenty minutes running faster than I ever have 
and I'm almost there. I shouldn't have left them. But then I wouldn't 
have found that note. It must have been there the whole time and we 
just walked right passed it. There's a slim chance that the hundred 
could've fought off the Grounders, but most likely my aunt was with 
them and that would change thingsa€ | a lot. But I don't think the 
Grounders will still be there, or at least I hope not. As I approach 
the hundred camp, now ten feet away, the first thing I see that 
stands out is Kane and Abigail. And it's not them but the fact that 
they're just standing there, with their backs to me. I walk into the 
camp and stand next to Kane. They haven't noticed me yet. 

"Wow," the word leaves my mouth in a whisper. I've never been in the 
camp, but I've watched them from afar. The "drop ship", as I've heard 
many of them call it, sits near the back of the camp. Like always, 
the door is open. But that's not what we're staring at. More like the 



ash and charred bodies that surround the drop ship. "And I thought I 
had a bad day." Kane jumps and looks at me as Abigail sinks to her 
knees, probably imagining the worst. 

"I thought you went back," he says, glaring at me. 

"I did." I gave him the note I found and then crouched down by 
Abigail. Her eyes locked straight ahead as they fill with tears. I 
glance around and try to get my bearings. Thinking of all the ways 
this could've happened, I notice a can lying on the ground. The 
closer I get the more sure I am that I know what it is. I pick it up 
to examine it and find Mount Weather written on the bottom. "Don't 
worry, Abigail. They're not dead." Her eyes locked on me after a few 
seconds. She slowly realized what I said and snapped out of 
it . 

"What?" Kane helped her to her feet and then handed her the 
letter . 

"Here's what I think happened: the Grounders attacked the camp, they 
fought back and somehow burned a whole lot of them." I started 
tossing the can in my hands. Abigail read the letter and looked up at 
me, "But how do you know they're alive?" 

"There are four of these cans lying around the camp. Meaning that the 
Mountain Men showed up," I replied. "And they wouldn't have shown up 
in the middle of an empty camp" 

"Mountain Men?" Kane asked. But I'm too busy listening to the woods 
to reply. Ever since I got here I've felt like I'm being watched. And 
now I know I am. I hold a finger up to my lips and pull out my knife. 
They didn't look too concerned until they saw the knife. If anything, 
at least these people have common sense and know when to be quiet. I 
waved my hand in the air, telling them to follow me as I walked the 
perimeter. I hear the rustling of bushes and the occasional snapping 
of a twig in the distance. "They can't be more than thirty yards 
away . " 

"Who?" Abigail asked, as they followed me. I turned around and 
replied in a hushed tone, "You need to run out of the gate and then 
keep running in the direction you think we came from. Run until 
you're over five miles away and try to get back to the crash site," I 
gave them each a knife from my boots. "I'll find you as soon as I 


"Where are you going?" Kane asked as he glanced at the knife I gave 
him like it was poison. 

"I'm going to get them off your trail." The looks on their faces told 
me they weren't going without me, "Oh, you're going. Don't worry 
about me. I'll take out one Mt . man, take his weapon and then take 
out the rest. Now go!" I pushed them foreword, toward the entrance to 
the camp. I pushed them toward the left and I ran right, in the 
direction of the sound. I climbed up the first available tree I came 
to and then looked behind me. Kane and Abigail ran like I told them 
too. Good. Now I only have to worry about myself. Last time I faced 
Mountain Men, I barely escaped with my life. They are a whole lot 
more deadly than the Grounders ever could be. One reason is that 
Mountain Men have these things called "Guns". And they hurt. But most 
of all, I know how to use one. 



I climbed across five trees and then I saw one; a man dressed from 
head to toe, wearing a mask that stuck out from his face, and of 
course a gun. He doesn't look so big, ten feet off the ground. I 
positioned myself so I was right above him and then let go. I landed 
on top of him, hugging his back with my left arm wrapped around his 
neck. I brought my right hand with a knife in it up to his neck 
anda€ | well, you know the rest. He fell to the ground dead. I stood 
and then took his gun from him. Putting the strap around my shoulder, 
I glanced around. I took what bullets the man had and then kept 
running. Two more men appeared ahead of me and I killed them with the 
gun before they even saw me. I forgot how strong it made you feel to 
even hold a gun. Three more dropped just like the first two and then 
a twig snapped behind me. I turned around just in time to see the 
bottom of a gun headed for my face. I ducked as I slammed the bottom 
of my gun into the man's gut. As he fell, I took his gun and threw it 
into the woods. I know, it was stupid but I don't have any free hands 
right now. 

But this man was different from the other men. He's wearing an 
official Mt . Weather uniform, meaning he's someone important. But it 
wasn't until I saw his face that I knew who he was. I have in front 
of me none other than the leader of the Mountain Men. But he's the 
last thing I see before it all goes black. 


5 . The Right Thing 
** (Author: bellamysgirl ) * * 

I pulled myself out of the water. As much as I loved the feeling of 
being submersed, I needed to get back to the tree houses before 
someone noticed I was gone. I dressed and slung my pack on and 
started walking back to the tree houses in the dark. The walk back 
was a little difficult because I had never been to the tree houses in 
the dark. But I made it in one piece. As I neared the watch 
treea€"the tree that either Enzo or Yanis stands by to keep watcha€"I 
saw the outline of Dakota, half in the light of the firefly lamps and 
half in the dark of the night. In front of Dakota was Lincoln, 
talking to Yanis. And Yanis, being much taller than Lincoln, was half 
shrouded in the shadow above the lamps. I didn't expect to see 
Lincoln here, but part of me hoped for it. 

Also, I didn't think Lincoln knew about this place. "What are you 
doing here?" I asked, approaching him and Yanis. I stayed a short 
distance of a few feet away to ensure some wiggle room if I needed 
it. After giving Yanis a look he started climbing up the watch tree, 
giving us some privacy. Without a word, Lincoln stepped forward and 
wrapped his arms around me tightly, as if I would fade or blow away 
in the cool wind of night. I couldn't help but return his hug. As we 
stayed in our close position, I couldn't help but think I'd stayed 
away too long. I wanted to come back sooner but if I had then I would 
have seemed like a coward. Or maybe he wouldn't have accepted me back 
so easily. Or begged for me to stay when I tried to leave 
again . 

Lincoln pulled away after a few short beats and put his hands on my 
shoulders, like he always used to do when he would talk to me, since 
I was much shorter than him. "Jade, a long time ago I made you a 
promise. A promise to keep you safe and I said I would never leave 



you. I didn't mean to say all those horrible things to you. Please 
forgive me, " he said. It would be so easy to forgive him and forget 
he ever said for me not to come home. And that doesn't make the pain 
of hearing those words go away. But I don't want to be mad at 
Lincoln. I inhaled through my nose and nodded once. "I forgive you," 

I said. 

"Will you come back to the cave with me?" he asked. 

"I can't." he nodded in a sort of bittersweet understanding and 
stepped back. "I hope I'll see you again," he said. I nodded and he 
walked around me. A feeling of emptiness settled inside me and I 
didn't like it. I pulled my pack farther up on my shoulder and 
hoisted myself up onto Dakota's saddle. I urged him forward into a 
medium pace and followed after Lincoln. I caught up with him quickly. 
"Lincoln, wait, " I called from a short distance behind him. He 
stopped and turned around with surprise etching his features. Dakota 
halted beside Lincoln and I could see the makings of a smile on his 
lips. "Want a ride?" I asked, offering him a hand up. He took my hand 
and swung up onto Dakota's back behind me. "What made you change your 
mind?" he asked, over my shoulder. 

"Like I'm gonna tell you," I said, which elicited a short chuckle, 
something I haven't heard in a long time. I urged Dakota on and we 
started the ride back to the cave. We arrived at the cave a few 
minutes later. Lincoln slid off as soon as we were stopped and I 
could hear voices from inside. I slid off and gave Dakota's hind 
quarters a gentle smack. He disappeared into the shadowed trees and I 
turned to face the cave. I walked inside a few feet behind Lincoln. 
Octavia was sleeping in the far corner and Finn and Bellamy were 
standing in the center, talking about something that's made them 
irrational. They looked as if they wanted to hit each other. "I found 
Jade, " Lincoln said. His announcement broke up whatever fight was 
about to occur. 

Both men stopped and looked at me in an awkward way, like I was being 
absurd for interrupting their discussion. I didn't want to go back 
into Mount Weather but helping these strangers seemed to me like the 
right thing to do. The task was hard to swallow but I did my best to 
force it down. "I'm going to help you get your friends back," I 
said . 

"Why'd you change your mind?" Bellamy asked. It was the first time 
I'd heard this stranger speak. His voice didn't sound as I'd expected 
it to, not that I was staying awake at night trying to imagine what 
it sounded like. That would be a complete waste of my time. "That's 
none of your business. What _is_ your business is I'm going to help," 
I said. I was about to say something else when the sound of faint 
voices caught my attention from somewhere outside the cave. "Stay 
put." I dropped my pack and unsheathed my knife before stepping 
outside. I saw shadowed outlines of two people, not far off to the 
right of the cave. Just two wouldn't be hard. I climbed up the 
nearest tree. 

I swung my leg over a sturdy branch about ten feet up, and pulled 
myself up to stand. I leaned into the tree for support and tried to 
see the two strangers. "I think we're lost," one said. It was a 
male's voice. "We're not lost," a female said. "The smoke was coming 
from this area." smoke. They saw smoke and followed it herea€|but 
from where? I climbed down the tree and decided not to kill them. 



rather ask questions. I rounded them and trailed behind the two 
strangers. I caught up enough and grabbed one, holding my knife to 
her throat. I guess I grabbed the female one. She let out a sharp 
gasp and the male stranger turned and saw me. He froze with panic and 
fear. "Who are you?" I demanded. 

"My name is Abigail Griffin, " the female said. 

"Why are you here?" I asked. 

"To find my daughter, " she answered. 

"And who is she?" I questioned. 

"Her name is Clarke. She was with the others that came from the sky, 
maybe you have seen them." Clarke. The one Finn said was taken with 
their friends. I released the woman and she stepped away from me 
quickly, joining her male counterpart opposite me. I sheathed my 
knife and it seemed to puzzle both of them. "I know where your 
daughter is, " I said. Abigail, the female stranger, seemed to light 
up and sadden at the news. "Follow me." I started walking toward the 
cave but I kept my peripheral vision trained on them as they trailed 
behind me. We got to just outside the cave and I called, "Lincoln!" I 
kept the strangers outside with me. Lincoln came out along with Finn, 
and Bellamy stayed in the doorway. "This is Abigail Griffin," I said 
to them. 

"You're Clarke's mother," Finn said, stepping forward. 

"Yes I am. Where is she?" she asked. 

"She was taken. Along with the others," Bellamy said, still in the 
doorway . 

"Taken where?" the male stranger asked. 

"Inside Mount Weather," Finn said. 

"That's a good thing, isn't it?" the male said. 

"No," I said. "It's not. It's actually far from it." 


6. Mountain Men 
** (Author: Nightwing27th) ** 

A bright light blinds me threw my eye lids. I'm not inside Mt . 
Weather. Or at least I think so, based on the jagged sharp things 

stabbing me in the back. But then again, this isn't the first time 

Mountain Men have drug me behind them as they walked. The real 
question is: will they live to tell about it? Or will I? That's a 
scary thought. Okay, enough thinking. I open my eyes and see trees 
with the sun light rustling their leaves. My hands are tied and so 
are my ankles. You see, last time they were dragging me by my hands 
and that didn't work out. So they think they are being smart by 
dragging me by my feet. No one's looked at me in the last twenty 

minutes, so they think I'm still out of it. Or maybe it was ten. I 

don't know, the pain in the back of my head is making it hard to 
think . 



As they dragged me along, I sat up quickly and pulled on the rope 
tied to my feet. The two men pulling me were yanked back and then 
swept off their feet and hit the ground. The rope around my feet slid 
off as soon as they let go off it. After taking their knives, I cut 
the rope that bound my hands. Tree bark flew into my face as a loud 
bang echoed in the trees. 

To dodge the flying bark, I rolled away from the tree and found out 
the hard way that I'm on a hill. I tumbled down the hill first on my 
side and then head over heels, until a fallen tree broke my fall. 
Slamming into it chest first took all of the air from my lungs. First 
my head, now my ribs. Wonderful. Shouts echoed from behind me and I 
switched into survival mode. Ignoring any and all pain I rolled under 
the fallen tree, into a gap the tree didn't fill. Once on the other 
side I turned around just in time to watch an arrow dig into the 
tree, inches from my face. I need to run but I still can't breathe 
right. So I have to wait for them to find me or for- 

"This is getting a little old, don't you think?" A man's voice, one I 
know all too well, yelled aimlessly into the woods. "Been running all 
your life. Don't you think it's time to think about surrendering?" No 
thank you. Surrendering is not an option; I have risked too much to 
give up now. Oh, and the man that wants to kill me is General Daniel 
Jacobsen. He's also the leader of the Mountain Men. And the man that 
took my father. But I don't have time to tell that tale. 

"Yeah, I'll surrender when I'm dead." I know I just gave up my hiding 
spot but maybe that's a good thing. Two bullets shot threw the tree 
just to the left of me. "I know why the Grounders want me dead, but 
why you?" 

"I don't want you dead, I want you caught." Didn't see that coming. 
"You've just made things harder than it should be." So that's his 
justification for using guns. Makes sense to me. I quickly stand up 
and look at him. His gun quickly aims at me, but doesn't fire. "There 
you are" 

"Why do you want me?" my voice deeper than I thought it would be. I 
mean come on; this guy has got to have a good reason. 

"Recently, we have acquired the leader of a group of Grounders. You 
might know her; her name is Anya" He smiles, after a few seconds, as 
he realizes that I'm swearing in my head. "I thought you might. You 
see, she was very very willing to tell us anything about you, but not 
anything else." 

"So you know my favorite color. Big deal." Sarcasm comes way too easy 
for me. 

"You don't get it," he lowered his gun, "I'm your father" What? 

That's not possible. "I wasn't captured by Mountain Men, I joined 
them willingly." That's not true, it can't be true. 

"Even if I believed you, I'd never go with you" I ran to the left as 
fast as I could, dodging my "father's" bullets. Some dad. I get ten 
feet away before I stop behind a tree. I look around the tree and see 
that he's reloading so I take off again. As soon as the bullet shower 
starts up again, I stop. Then I hear more bullets, meaning that there 
are more men trying to shoot me. This is going on longer than it 



should. I jump out from around the tree just long enough the through 
my knife at Jacobsen. It sticks in his shoulder just as a bullet goes 
through my upper arm. I sink to the ground clutching my arm as the 
bullets stop. I peek around the corner and see one man walking toward 
me as the others take Jacobsen away. I press my back against the tree 
and slow my breathing down. I hear him getting closer and closer, 
until the tip of the gun is poking around the tree. 

I swung around the tree, low and fast, causing my fist to hit the man 
between his legs. That gun can protect him from everything but my 
fist. I take his gun and strike him over the head with it. I check to 
make sure no one's looking and then search his pockets. All I find is 
a few bullets reloads and two round, metal, balls that fit in the 
palm of my hand. I don't know what they're called, but I've seen what 
happens when you remove the small stick at the top. These will come 
in handy. I put those in my pockets and then take his vest and put it 

on. I'm not taking it for its looks; this thing can stop a bullet. 

Which reminds me about the one that passed through my arm; the whole 
now gushing with blood, from both sides. I stand as I glance around 
the tree. Then I run in the opposite direction, ignoring the pain 
from my head, ribs, and arm. Where I'm running too, I have no idea. I 
don't even know where I am; who knows how long I was out for. 

I run for a few miles before my body makes me stop. I sit down beside 

a water fall and quickly give in to the water. I slowly slide into 
the small pool that forms at the base of the water fall. There is 
nothing like the feeling of water flowing through your arm. I float 
in the water for an hour, until the sun starts to set. Then I pull 
myself out and collapse on the rocks. I know what I should be doing: 
finding shelter, starting a fire, stopping the bleeding from my arm. 
But the need to sleep is too strong to fight off. 

Five hours latera€ | 

I awake to see the brilliant glow of a butterfly, a few feet away. I 
try to move but quickly learn that's a mistake, as pain engulfs my 
body. Rolling over onto my back, I realize that I'm completely out in 
the open. And it's the middle of the night. The bleeding in my arm 
has stopped, but the puddle of blood I leave behind is not small. I 
stand up and then grab the gun. After stumbling a few times, I 
finally catch my balance and then start walking. The hours pass by as 
the sun begins to rise. I'm about to give up, knowing that I can't 

climb a tree like this, but instead I see a cave up ahead. I kind of 

know where I am now, but I don't know what's in that cave. Right now 
it's my only option. I approach the cave, but stop when I hear 
voices. I raise my gun and then continue cautiously. 

After walking through a dark tunnel, I see a light. The closer I get, 
the smaller the voices get until they just stop altogether. I'm half 
way through a doorway when something pulls on my gun. I instinctively 
pull the trigger, letting a bullet loose in the cave. I'm yanked 

forward again and this time the gun is removed from my hands and 

thrown across the floor. Someone grabs my collar and slams me against 
the wall. My eyes open to find that I'm pinned to the wall by a girl 
with short blackish hair. I brought my knee up into her chest and she 
doubled over as I slammed my left fist in to the back of her neck. 
Surprisingly she regained her balance very quickly and stood up 
before I could blink. Before I knew it her fist was in my jaw and 
mine in hers. Out of the corner of my eye I saw a man approach and 
pull us apart. 



"Jade, enough!" he said as he pulled the girl back. It takes me a 
minute before I realize that I know who he is: Lincoln. Thank 
goodness, I found someone I know. This is weird. I never expected to 
see him again let alone show up on his door step injured. Thankfully 
he called off his attack dog. She finally stopped squirming and he 
let her go. I couldn't tell if he was shocked or concerned. "What are 
you doing here?" Lincoln asked me. But before I could answer Abigail 
stepped out from behind Lincoln and hugged me. The amount of shock on 
my face made Lincoln smile a bit. 

"I wasn't expecting that" I said as she pulled away. 

"How did you get away?" she asked. 

"We can talk later, right now we have a bigger problem, " some guy 
with a girlish haircut said, "Bellamy's been shot" I could feel Jade 
glaring at me as I looked around her. The boy, Bellamy, was lying on 
the floor propped up in the guy with the girlish haircut's arms with 
blood spilling out of his abdomen. 

"You should've let me kill her" Jade said to Lincoln, while her eyes 
hit me like daggers. I would've defended myself but I don't have the 
energy for this. I tell Abigail to help Bellamy and then slide down 
to the ground. 


7. Friend or Foe? Definately Foe 
** (Author: bellamysgirl ) * * 

I don't know what was worse, finding out Lincoln knew some strange 
wannabe Grounder girl, or that this wannabe Grounder girl shot 
Bellamy. Yes, he annoys me and we'd be better off without him. But he 
was in my group and he was shot by a girl I wanted to kill right now. 
"Abby, he's bleeding too fast," Finn said. Lincoln knelt to deal with 
the half conscious stranger and I went to see what kind of damage was 
done on Bellamy with Abigail. Octavia had woken, probably from 
hearing a gun shot at such close range, and was knelt by Finn, who 
was propping up Bellamy. 

I wanted to just let him bleed out but seeing Octavia sobbing made me 
feel guilty. I pushed the gun, I caused that girl to pull the 
trigger, so it was my fault. My brain went into medical mode and I 
grabbed my pack from the door and knelt beside Abigail, or Abby as 
Finn called her. I opened the flap and rummaged through it while Abby 
applied ample pressure on the wound in his upper abdomen. "Help him!" 
Octavia cried. 

"Without any proper supplies," Abby began. I cut in by showing her my 
medicinal plants and sewing kit. "Let me," I said. She removed her 
hands and I scooted closer to see. I slipped two fingers, index and 
thumb, into the wound. "What are you doing?" Finn asked, looking a 
bit green. 

"There's no exit wound. The bullet's still inside." 

"How do you know?" Abby asked. 

"If there was an exit wound," I said, feeling around in the wound. 



"There'd be blood pooling behind him. And there isn't, which means it 
is still inside." I felt a small, obscure shape. And what I felt as a 
rib. The bullet was lodged in a rib. I inhaled and looked at Abby . 
"The bullet's lodged in a rib and it feels like it nicked something, 
which would explain the blood, " I said. She nodded, taking in the 
information. "You can fix it, right?" Finn asked, looking more at me 
than Abby. I didn't answer. Honestly I didn't know what I could do. 
But I knew that Abby had no idea what to do with my medicines, based 
on how she stared at them, her brow scrunched together in confusion. 
"What will happen if I try to take the bullet out?" I asked her. 

"If it's not done carefully you could break the rib," she said. 

"Is that the best or worst case scenario?" Finn asked. 

"Best," she said, sadly. I sighed and felt for the bullet again. Once 
I found it, I tried gently wiggling it to see how stuck in it 
actually was. As it turns out it wasn't actually far into the bone. 
The bullet must have used the bone as it's stopping point. And it was 
moving slow enough, having bounced off a wall first. I wiggled 
another time and it came loose. But my fingers were covered in blood 
and it slipped. I must've made some kind of outward reaction, because 
both Finn and Abby said, in unison, "What?" 

"I dropped it," I sighed. Finn sighed disappointedly. "It's okay, 
it's okay," Abby said. "Did you feel where it went?" I shook my head 
and kept feeling. It's not exactly as easy as it sounds to search for 
a small piece of cylindrical metal with two fingers inside a hole the 
size of a quarter. Then my fingers finally latched onto it and I 
slowly pulled it out. I dropped it on the floor next to me and looked 
at the amount of blood lost. It was beginning to be too much. I set 

up the needle and thread and gave it to Abby. Octavia was still 

sobbing and the sound was beginning to make me want to leave the 
cave. When it came to things like crying and screaming, I couldn't 

handle it. It was a coward's way. But I just couldn't stand it. To 

get my mind off of the sound I glanced over my shoulder at Lincoln, 
putting the finishing bandage on the stranger's upper arm. Abby 
finished her stitching job and I have to admit it looked better than 
mine. I began bandaging when Octavia asked, "Is he going to be 
okay ? " 

"If he makes it through the night, he should okay," Abby replied. 
Octavia nodded and sniffled, wiping at her eyes. I tied off the 
bandage and stood. I needed to wash the blood off my hands, if I 
looked at it any longer I think I might vomit. I can handle killing 
someone and seeing that type of blood. But if it's on me and I stare 
at it I feel nauseous. "There's a stream not far from here. We can 
wash up there," I said to Abby. She stood and followed me outside the 
cave. It was now full daylight outside, the sun cresting over the 
trees in a vibrant burst of yellow. Some could argue, saying the sun 
was orange. 

But it looked yellow to me. I inhaled the cool air as I led Abby to 
the waterfall. I knelt at it's edge and started scrubbing the blood 
off in the pool. Abby did the same a few feet from me. Once the blood 
was gone I could see it was going to stain my hands and that annoyed 
me. I stood and waited for Abby to finish before saying anything. She 
stood and I said, "How do you know that girl?" she didn't seem taken 
back by my asking. She must have expected it. We started walking as 
she answered. "She found us, " Abby said. 



"And you just trusted her?" I asked, as we neared the cave. 


"She didn't give us a reason not to." I resisted the urge to roll my 
eyes. People from the sky seem extremely unintelligent. We entered 
the cave and I noticed Lincoln wasn't near the stranger. My opening. 

I knelt down in front of her and unsheathed my knife. "Are you 
planning on putting that thing away before you hurt yourself?" she 
said . 

"Close. I'm actually planning on slicing your throat with it," I 
replied . 

"Good luck," she replied, "I've got a feeling I'm stronger than you, 
even one handed." 

"Then I guess I'll just have to cut the other one off," I 
said . 

"Those are some big words." I started to lunge forward but hands 
gripped my arms, yanking me backwards. "Jade, stop," Lincoln said, 
pulling me to my feet. 

"When did you get an attack dog, Lincoln?" the girl said. 

"You want an attack dog? Let me show you _attack dog_, " I said, 
struggling against Lincoln's grip. I nearly escaped but then Finn 
came over as back up to help hold me back. I wanted so badly to kill 
her. I could feel the fire in my veins. I hate that girl. Although it 
was hard to tell the difference between hatred and jealousy. 

Jealousy. Why was I jealous? "Both of you need to stop," Lincoln 
said. I could tell he was faking his level-headed tone. "Killing each 
other isn't going to help anyone." 

"Except everyone else that wants me dead, " the girl said. 

"Who else wants you dead?" Finn asked, as if the idea of wanting 
someone dead was foreign to him. 

"Grounders, Mountain Men, my aunta€| you name it," she replied. Okay, 
so it isn't just me that wants her dead. But I want her dead the 
most. "I know what you're thinking 'Jade', and no you don't." Finn, 
being the only calm one in this situation, said, "What's your name?" 

I rolled my eyes. And Lincoln looked at her. And she looked back. 
"Like I told the others: make something up. My name is too dangerous 
to be known or said, " she said. 

"Okay," I said. "Let's call you-" 

"Jade," Lincoln interjected. It sounded like a warning. Whose side 
was he on? "Okay, then how do you know Lincoln?" Finn asked 
her . 

"The Grounders sent him to kill me." I laughed and resisted the urge 
to commend Lincoln for his efforts, and then finish the job. "Do have 
to work to make people want to kill you, or does it just come 
naturally?" I asked. 

"I was born during a fight to the death, so I'd say naturally," she 
said . 



"I was born in someone's sick version of 


"You poor baby, " I said. 

_hell_. " 

"Something I knew about you the second I saw you." 

"How is any of this going to help us get to Mount Weather?" Octavia 
called from where she sat next to Bellamy. 

"Why on what's left of this stupid planet, do you want to go to that 
hell whole?" she asked, looking around Finn, Lincoln, and I. I yanked 
my arms from Finn and Lincoln and stood up straight. "Mountain Men 
took their people and they need help getting them back, " I said. A 
look of disappointment crossed her face. "What a coincidence that I 
happened to stumble into your cave. And how did you two get here? You 
were supposed to go the other way, " she said. 

"Wea€ | uma€ | " the male stranger, whom I'd forgotten was even here, 
said from where he stood in the corner of the cave. 

"We got lost, " Abby said. 

"You sent them into the woods alone?" I asked. "Are you insane?" 

"It was that, or let them fight Mountain Men with me. So you 
pick . " 

"Hey, I have an idea, " Finn said. He glanced at me like I should know 
what he meant by that and then looked at the girl on the floor. "You 

come with us and help us get our friends back from the Mountain Men, 

and we won't let Jade kill you." Lincoln looked made at him. I could 

tell she was thinking hard about it because she didn't reply right 

away . 

"Okay" she said, "but I'm leading this rescue mission. Because I have 
an advantage you could never have, " she looked at me when she said 
that last part. 

"And what's that?" I asked. 

"The leader of the Mountain Men is my father." 


8 . Day Trip 

** (Author: Nightwing27th) ** 

Finally! I said something that shut her up! My last comment left 
everyone speechless. Jade glanced at Lincoln then Finn, with a 
satisfied look on her face. And then just as fast as she pulled out 
her knife and lunged at me, Lincoln, Finn, and even Kane had to help 
hold her back. After a few seconds of her still trying to get to me, 
they dragged her out of the cave, kicking and screaming. Good 
riddance. Abigail and Octavia were more stunned than speechless. 
"Wow." Octavia continued to stare at the dark opening to the 
cave . 

"She's crazy." I agreed. 

"No, " she looked at me, "your dad is-" 



"I thought you said you had no family." Abigail interrupted 
her . 

"That's what I thought too. But the man told me that a few minutes 
before he shot me." Some father. How could he not know about me? I 
thought my aunt would've told him. Seems like every day I'm reminded 
about how lovely mya€ | whatever I have, is. "But then again, I did 
stab him first." Abigail smiled. I must remind her of the daughter 
she told me about on the way to the hundred camp. She seems to be the 
only one, besides Lincoln, willing to trust me. And she hugged me! 

Why would she hug a stranger? She doesn't even know my name! Do I 
even look like her daughter? Maybe I do. Maybe that's why. Octavia 
limped over to me and sat down. Her eyes were blinding me. "So why 
did Lincoln try to kill you?" She has to ask the only question that 
catches me off guard and that I don't have an answer for. 

"Wella€| like I said, the Grounders want me dead. And when he was 
with them, they sent him and a few others after me." My tone is as if 
I was talking to a child. For me this, him, is awkward. I don't know 
how to explain it. "Anda€|?" she pokes. 

"And what?" 

"Well, you're still alive. Tell me how" Okay, saying no to her is 
like punishing a child for doing something good: it's just wrong on 
so many levels. But not impossible. I was about to speak but was cut 
off by yelling coming from outside of the cave. Jade's lovely voice. 
Kane and Finn came back inside a moment later. "What is going on out 
there? " 

"'It's complicated'" Finn replied as he held two fingers in the air, 
on each hand, and slowly moved them up and down. Since everyone seems 
to know what it means, I decide to forget about it and move on. But 
that's always the spot where something else creeps in. My whole life, 
every time I've tried to move on from something everything but moving 
on happens. Like how Lincoln and I met, for example; I was trying to 
move on from the Grounders and start a new life when Anya had to go 
and send Lincoln after me. He and three other guys tried to kill me. 

A moment later, Lincoln entered the cave. Alone. He looked right at 
me and then approached. Octavia got up and left, leaving me to fend 
for myself. He crouched down in front of me and then looked over my 
wounds. "Are you fine to travel?" Not the question I was 
expecting . 

"I've had much worse." He didn't seem satisfied. "Yes, why?" 

"You once told me you'd been gathering weapons. Do you have a stash 
hidden somewhere?" 

"Yeah, about five miles from here." 

"Good," I could tell I wasn't going to like this next part, "You and 
Jade leave in an hour." What? Me and her, together, alone. No, no, 
no, no, no. But before I could protest, he started talking again, 
"I've already spoken to her about this," That explains the yelling. 
"Now I want you to make peace with her, while you're gone. If we're 
going to Mt . Weather I want you two on the same side. It's not going 
to do us any good if you kill each other first." His point was too 
big to be argued with, so I kept my mouth shut. 



An hour later, we headed out just as planned. Lincoln turned down 
anyone that offered to go with us because "they need to do this on 
their own." How am I supposed to get her to not want to kill me? The 
entire walk there was quiet. No one dared to say anything. Besides 
the fact that Jade was still smoldering from her fight with Lincoln, 
I'd say it was a pretty good walk. So I walked up to my tree, the one 
that holds my home, and stopped. 

"So, where is it?" Jade was still mad. Great. I pointed up. She 
looked up and didn't see what I saw. As she began to open her big 
mouth, I reached up and pulled on a rope causing a ladder to unroll 
and gently touch the ground. Whatever she was going to say, she 
didn't say it. I didn't even look at her before I began climbing. I 
painfully reached the top and stood up straight, on the limb. Jade 
came up a minute later, eyes big as she saw my tree house. I walked 
inside and then sat down with my back against a wall. The lack of 
sleep and blood loss was finally starting to get to me. "Where are 
the weapons?" Jade walked in without me noticing. 

"Wouldn't you like to know," I love making her mad. But her icy glare 
reminds me why I'm here. "We need to work things out first." She 
crossed her arms and squared her shoulders. "Okay, so work it out." 
Lincoln has no idea what he's asking of me. "Okay, fine," I start, 
"let's start with your jealous side." 

"What are you talking about?" She seriously has no idea. 

"You being jealous of whatever it is you think Lincoln and I have, " I 
replied as seriously as I could. She sits down two feet away from me, 
crossing her legs. She sighs, "Because I'm used to having Lincoln all 
to myself. I've never had to 'share' him with anyone." That was 
easier than I thought. "Now, let's start with your emotional 
constipation . " 

"My what?" I have no idea what she's talking about. 

"Lack of emotion." she explains. Why didn't she just say that? 

"Well I've been living alone for the past eight 
years . " 

"Why?" 

"Because I don't have any one I can trust to not kill me in my 
sleep . " 

"Don't you have family?" 

"No . " 

"Well, that makes two of us." She replied. I looked around the room 
and thought about what my father looked like. I guess I can see the 
resemblance but I'm still not willing to trust he's telling the 
truth. "My parents are Reapers." 

"And mine came from the sky." I replied. 


"Maybe I don't hate you." I could tell she was trying to convince 
herself of that as she said it. 



"Well, what's not to hate?" I spoke in a very sarcastic tone. Jade 
resisted the urge to chuckle. "I mean come on, I live in a ship, in a 
tree." She does chuckle after that. 

"Okay, well we should probably be heading back, " Jade suggested. She 
stood up first and then reached a hand down. I grabbed it and she 
pulled me to my feet. I walked over to a metal ladder in the middle 
of the room and climbed it, passing through the second floor and up 
to the third. But before that, I had to turn the wheel on the door. 
After a few tries with one arm, I finally got it. And then we were on 
the third floor. Jade climbed up behind me, shock covered her face. 
The room was only five feet by five feet with a triangle roof and 
tilted walls. But that wasn't the best part. Guns of all shapes and 
sizes covered every inch of the walls, along with trunks overflowing 
with different weapons on the floor. The smell of metal and gun 
powder filled the room. 

"I thought you had just a fewa€ i " Jade gasped at the amount of 
weapons . 

"So did Lincoln," I replied, "I've got enough for an 
army . " 


"How?" 


"I'm a thief. One of my better qualities." We spent just under an 
hour getting ready to go; first we picked out the weapons we wanted, 
then Jade stood on the first floor catching weapons as I dropped them 
from the third, then we repeated step two outside, then once 
everything was on the ground we put them on tarps. But before I 
climbed down the latter to leave, I walked over to the side of Tree 
House and popped a metal panel off the side. I crossed a few wires 
and then the door, or my porch, started standing up until it was 
flesh with the rest of the structure. I put the panel back on and 
then climbed down. Jade slung a sack full of those metal balls over 
her shoulder and then we each grabbed a corner of the tarp. 

Thankfully the road back isn't all that bumpy. We were quite, but at 
least this time it was a content quiet. But I couldn't stop my mind 
from wondering. It wondered so far away, it ended up in the 
past . 

(Flashback: Narrator's POV) 

_She ran through the woods tripping and stumbling. After each time 

she had to catch her balance, she reminded herself why she was 

running: her aunt, Anya, was trying to kill her. At least four armed 
soldiers chased her. One of which was the best worrier they'd had in 
a long time. And she knew with him leading, it wouldn't be long 
before they found her. But Yachara was smarter than that; she had to 
be. She ran toward Mt . Weather as she listened to the men follow her. 
She almost didn't stop in time at the edge of a river separating her 
from her destination. Knowing what lies in it she jumped in away. As 
she pulled herself up on to the rocks, she glanced over her shoulder 
and saw the men stop at the edge. She locked eyes with the leader, 
Lincoln, as she wondered why he's doing this. But the look in his 
eyes told her why. Yachara got to her feet and kept running. _ 

_Last week she'd heard a rumor about a secret entrance to Mt . 

Weather. After a few frantic moments of searching, she found it. The 



entrance was a crack in the mountain, just barely big enough for her 
twelve year old body to squeeze through. When she got inside, she 
discovered that she was in the dungeon. And after checking all of 
them, only one cell had someone in it : a young girl about her age. 

She looked like she'd been knocked around but, lying in a cell 
unconscious, made Yachara feel sorry for her. She pulled some wire 
out of her pocket and used it to open the cell, just like Lincoln 
taught her. The closer Yachara got the more she realized that the 
girl was Lincoln's. But Yachara picked her up and carried her out of 
the mountain, just as she heard voices approaching ._ 

_The next day, the girl still asleep, Yachara carried her to a 
waterfall and laid her next to it. This is the only place she knew of 
that the girl would be found. She also knew she's being watched. 
Yachara ran as fast she could. She was passing through a field when 
she heard Lincoln call for her. Stopping in her tracks, she turned 
around and pulled out a knife. "Don't do it, Lincoln." _ 

"_I have orders to bring you back dead or alive," he replied, "just 
come with me . 

"_No , thank you. I'll take my chances out here." Yachara' s grip on 
the knife tightened. Lincoln held up a bow with any arrow read to 
fly. A tear fell down her cheek. "Go ahead; I'd rather be dead than 
with them. But before you do, you should know that Jade is waiting 
for you at the water fall."_ 

"_Why would you help her, even after I've tried to kill 
you? 

"_Because I'm not like you, Lincoln. Family, blood or not, is more 
important to me. Even if it's yours." She continued to stare at him, 
but something caught her attention: a Reaper hid in the bushes a few 
feet away from Lincoln, spear in hand. Yachara through her knife at 
the Reaper, as Lincoln, thinking she was aiming for him, let go of 
the string. His arrow flew through her shoulder. Then Lincoln heard 
the bushes move as her knife killed the Reaper. Yachara rose to her 
feet again and saw Lincoln coming toward her. "No, stay back," she 
slipped off her jacket and then laid it on the floor, "take this to 
Anya tell her you tried and she will spare you, help me and she 
won ' t . 

"_Ia€ | 

"_Don't. Go back, Lincoln. Save yourself and raise Jade, because 
without you she'd be lost." Yachara backed away and then turned and 
ran ._ 


9. Side Effects 
** (Author: bellamysgirl ) * * 

We arrived at Lincoln's cave as the sun was getting low behind the 
trees. I hadn't expected the trip to take as long as it did. And I 
definitely didn't expect to share so much with the wannabe Grounder 
girl. I did most of the pulling to drag the weapon filled tarp along 
behind us on the way back. Lincoln, Finn, and the male stranger that 
I have yet to learn the name of stood outside the cave, waiting for 
us. Finn and the stranger started taking weapons inside. "Did you 



work it out?" Lincoln asked, glancing between the wannabe Grounder 
girl and me. So, Lincoln put her up to 'working things out'. I 
inhaled and started taking weapons inside. We got everything inside 
within an hour. Finn and the stranger started sorting through things 
near the mouth of the cave. Lincoln joined them a minute after they 
started. I don't know why, but as I stared at him I thought back to 
when I was young. 

(Flashback; Narrator's POV) 

_A now just over five foot tall girl sat crossed legged at the edge 
of a pool of water. She gazed up at the water fall bounding off the 
short cliff. The girl didn't know where she was or how she'd arrived 
at her destination. But it was a gorgeous sight. A rustle and snap 
sound in the bushes startled her and she shrieked, tumbling into the 
pool of water. The girl didn't know how to swim, or at least not very 
well. She kicked and flailed but she kept sinking and she started to 
panic. Suddenly she felt strong arms under her shoulders, pulling her 
to the surface. Once her head broke the calm of the water, she sucked 
in a big breath of air and turned to cling to who rescued her. "It's 
okay. I've got you. Jade." she recognized the voice as Lincoln's as 
he swam to the edge of the pool, her arms wound tightly around his 
neck. _ 

(Present; Jade's POV) 

I came back to reality when I realized someone was trying to talk to 
me. "Hello? Earth to Jade," Octavia said, waving her hand in front of 
my face. When she noticed I was actually seeing her now, she smiled 
in relief. "Bellamy's waking up." I nodded and grabbed my pack from 
by the door. I didn't want to have to even look at Bellamy again, but 
the excuse I gave myself was 'It's for Octavia'. Why did I even do it 
for her? I tried getting Lincoln to see things the way I did when he 
first saw Octavia, but there was no reasoning with him. That's what 
drove me to anger, which caused us to fight, which then caused 
Lincoln to tell me to never come back when I threatened to leave. I 
sighed and knelt on the opposite side of a half conscious Bellamy as 
Octavia. "What happened?" he asked, groggily. 

"You were shot, " Octavia said. I pulled my medicinal plants out of my 
pack and found the two plants I was looking for. One was for the pain 
and the other was to help faster replenish blood cells. I opened 
Bellamy's palm and put the two leaves in his hand. "Eat these," I 
instructed . 

"What are they?" he asked, looking at them like they were 
poison . 

"It's for the pain," I said. He looked at Octavia and she nodded, 
then he ate the leaves. I knew them to taste bitter from prior 
experience. And he seemed to think so too based on the look of his 
face. When he finished swallowing, he coughed. "That's disgusting," 
he complained. 

"You got any more of that stuff?" I glanced up and saw the wannabe 
Grounder girl standing just behind me. I didn't think to offer her 
some for her arm. I nodded and pulled two more leaves for pain 
reducing and handed them to her. She nodded in thanks and went back 
to sitting against the wall of the cave. "Who's that?" Bellamy 
asked . 



"The girl that shot you," I said. "It was an accident. More my fault 
than her's." he sighed and rested his head against the cave wall, 
squeezing his eyes shut. "Yeah, I don't like it either," I said, 
putting my medicinal plants pouch into my pack. 

"Something we have in common, then, " he said. 

"I'll keep that in mind." I stood and went to Lincoln, Finn, and the 
stranger at the mouth of the cave where they were sorting and taking 
stock of what we had as far as weapons went. "So, what's the plan?" I 
asked, looking at Lincoln. He seemed a bit more on my side now. For 
whatever reason he seemed to be on the wannabe Grounder girl's side 
until we made 'peace'. I still don't like her but Lincoln doesn't 
need to know that. "We don't have one," Finn said. "Any ideas?" 

"It wouldn't make sense to attack now, seeing as most of us are 
injured in some way, " Octavia said, from where she sat next to 
Bellamy . 

"We should wait to attack until everyone is fit to do so, " Bellamy 
said . 

"Who knows what's happening inside that mountain? The longer we wait, 
the greater the chance of us finding them dead, " Finn argued. 

"Easy, sunshine, you're starting to sound like a rainbow," Bellamy 
said. The wannabe Grounder girl and I both laughed at his words. 
Lincoln scowls at her and I in turn and then agrees with Finn. Abby, 
too agreed. "We should send out scouts to survey the area, check for 
security measures, " I said. Whatever beginnings of an understanding 
Bellamy and I had were obviously gone as he scowled at my idea. 
"That's a stupid idea. We can't risk any more injuries," he 
said . 

"Well, then, what's the point? If we're concerned about ourselves 
getting hurt, then what's point of even trying to rescue them?" the 
wannabe Grounder girl said. Everyone was quiet for a brief pause. And 
then it was back to the debate. "Okay, I have an idea. And none of 
you are going to like it, " she said. 

"And why am I not surprised?" Bellamy said. 

"What is it?" Abigail asked, ignoring Bellamy altogether. 

"Well, it's simple: I turn myself over." Everyone was under a general 
consensus that it was a bad idea. Except for me. I silenced everyone 
with a whistle. "Like I said before, we send scouts. Except when she 
turns herself in, someone stays in close range to keep contact with 
her while she's inside," I said. "Safety first." 

"Oh real impressive, Einstein. Send her in alone," Bellamy rolled his 
eyes . 

"You know I'd probably have a better come-back if I knew what an 
'Einstein' was," the wannabe Grounder girl said. "But for now, you'll 
have to settle with this: Whether you like it or not, I'm turning 
myself over. And there are two ways this could go: one, my dad 
accepts me with open arms. Two, it was a trick to get me to turn 
myself in, in which case I'll die. But I'm pretty sure it's not a 



trick . " 


"And you know this how?" Bellamy said. 

"Because one of the Grounders he captured was my aunt. And she 
wouldn't give up the opportunity to rat me out," she replied. Lincoln 
stared at the girl with an unreadable expression. "Who's your aunt?" 
Finn asked. 

"Anya, leader of the Grounders." There was a moment of recognition on 
everyone's faces, including my own. "If you're from the Ark, then so 
is she, " the stranger said. 

"What's an 'Ark'?" the girl asked. 

"You need to stop skipping classes, " Bellamy said. The girl let out a 
breath and then stormed out of the cave. I couldn't blame her for 
wanting to leave. Bellamy seemed to be especially annoying and rude, 
and got that way in the past five minutes. And the wannabe Grounder 
girl was acting strangely as well. Then it hit me. It screamed 'side 
effect'. I'd given both Bellamy and the girl the leaves for the pain 
and not five minutes later they were acting abnormally. I swore under 
my breath. "You know, next time I want her gone that fast I'll 
remember to give you pain relieving leaves. Oh, and did I forget to 
mention those leaves have ugly side effects? My bad, " I said. 

"What are the side effects?" Octavia asked. 

"It brings out your most dominant trait," I said, and Bellamy 
frowned. "At least we know what's on the inside now." Lincoln glanced 
at me with a look that said he was proud that I stood up to Bellamy 
for treating the wannabe Grounder girl poorly. Only I get to say 
things like that to her. Anyone else who tries, has to answer to me. 
"Oh I'm sorry, was that supposed to offend me?" Bellamy said. Octavia 
smacked his arm but he ignored her. I rolled my eyes and walked 
outside to join the wannabe Grounder girl. 


10. Side Effects May Very 
** (Author: Nightwing27th) ** 

Something's not right. Why did I let Bellamy's words get to me like 
that? I can't explain it. I feel like the scared little girl I was 
when escaping from the Grounders. My protective wall is down and I 
don't know why. I walked ten feet away from the cave and leaned 
against it. "Wait, don't go anywhere," Jade called to me as she 
jogged to my side, "That's nota€ | it was thea€ | " She was franticly 
trying to get the words out. 

"Okay calm down." I told her, "What are you trying to say?" 

"The leaves you two took have a side effect that both of you are 
experiencing," she explained, "It reveals your strongest trait. And 
Bellamya€| well, you know." The leaves. Of course it was the leaves. 
I know I've never taken them before and I doubt that Bellamy has. 
"How long does it last?" 

"About four hoursa€ | it depends on the individual," she said that 
last part as if she expected me to hit her. But I didn't and instead 



shied away from her, before I could stop myself. I'm sure she already 
guessed that I'm not the tough girl I want everyone to think I am, 
but if she hasn't then she knows now. "Did you justa€ j ? Are you 
afraid of me?" 

"Yes, no. No, no I'm not" she gave me a weird look, "Okay, I'm 
leaving. And when this blows over I'll be back." I need to go sit a 
couple hundred feet of the ground and try to shake this off. I 
started to walk away and then turned back, "And I'm not ever even 
looking at those leaves again." 

"Okay, wait." Jade ran up ahead of me and stopped me in my tracks, 

"If you're afraid of **me**, then someone needs to go with 
you-" 

"I'll be fine. Jade." I stepped around her and then yelled, "I'll 
know if you're following me, so don't even try." Leaving with an 
injury and while experiencing side effects from some pain killer, 
might be stupid for anyone else except me. Besides, I already knew 
that fear was my most dominate trait; if I put it away once on my 
own, then I can do it again. But the question remains: where do I go 
from here? I used to go to the hundred camp, whenever I needed to get 
away. And right now climbing a tree isn't really a good idea, but I 
keep walking anyway until I think I'm far away enough. Then I sit 
down at the base of a tree, leaning my back against it. I'm not 
planning on being gone more than a few hours, so this should be 
fine . 

I closed my eyes and took a few deep breathes as I tried to calm 
down. I only opened my eyes because of the sharp stabbing pain in my 
arm. This means the drug has probably worn off, which is both good 
and bad. It also means I fell asleep out in the open where anyone 
could've found me. Thankfully no one dida€ | or have I spoken too 
soon? I feel eyes on me and I don't think its Jade coming to check up 
on me. Next thing I know, a small canister is rolling toward me. As 
it stops it begins to release a red colored gas. I quickly got to my 
feet and started running. The Mountain Men have found me. How on all 
of earth did they find me? But as I'm running, I'm only thinking 
about how to get away without getting shot again. Just as trees are 
being chipped all around me, I realize that's a big possibility. I 
also realize that I really have no idea where I am. I run until I 
can't anymore, until a river blocks my only escape route. 

So far, the only good thing about this is that this river doesn't 
have those water snakes in it. Something slams into my back and 
enters the water with me. I feel hands on my shoulders, pushing me 
under. The freezing cold water mixed with the adrenaline pumping 
through my veins, is making it a lot easier for me to fight back. I 
clamped my hands around his wrists on my shoulders and then pulled my 
legs up around his head. I squeezed his head with my legs as I pulled 
him over my head, hearing a crack as I did so. He floated down to the 
bottom as I swam to the top. I came up gasping for air and spitting 
out water. All of this action has caused my wound to reopen, 
reminding me to take it easy on that arm. I reached the rocky shore 

as two boots stood in front of me. Before I can see who it is, 

something grabs my collar and pulls me to my feet. Then the man puts 
his hand around my throat and slams my back against a boulder. He 

holds me in place, smiling. I can tell he's the kind of person that 

would enjoy feeling the life of his victims disappear; and to be 
honest, he doesn't even need to use his whole hand. For this guy, two 



fingers would suffice. 


I hear another man yell something and then this guy lets me go . I 
fall to my knees, coughing the whole time as I try to re inflate my 
crushed wind pipe. I stay there, on my hands and knees, coughing as I 
listen to the man that held me getting yelled at. Something about how 
they were supposed to trank not kill me. The coughing stops and my 
breaths even, as I slowly lean against the rock. Now sitting, I 
finally have a chance to take in my surroundings. There are a total 
of eight men surrounding me; four with their guns pointed at me, the 
man who strangled me is still being yelled at by my dad, and the 
other two men are hanging around my dad probably waiting to see how 
things play out. Except they're not men, but boys who look about 
sixteen. I wonder if they were ready for battle at eight, like I was. 
The yelling stopped and then General Jacobsen walked over to me, 
standing a few feet away. 

"Sorry about that," he said, "I can guarantee it won't happen again." 
He reached his hand down, expecting me to grab it. 

"So, we're friends now?" It was all I could get out before I started 
coughing again. He took his hand back as he gave me a sympathetic 
look. "You know, I would've looked for you sooner had I known you 
were alive . " 

"Is that a statement or a question?" I glared at him, "And how is 
getting an army to hunt me down and bring me to you by force 
qualified as looking for me?" His eyes never left mine. 

"Had I known-" 

"Save it. How much did Anya tell you, anyway?" He crouched down in 
front of me. His men looked at me more cautiously now. 

"Enough . " 

"So, she didn't tell you that she killed my mom? I'm not surprised 
that Anya left that part out." He looked a little shocked. "I know, 
right? So why is it that you want me, anyway?" 

"Because, Yachara, you're my daughter-" Before he could finish, the 
man who strangled me, pushed Jacobsen out of the way and then held up 
his gun and fired at me. 


End 
f ile . 



